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took a cigar out of my case. Before I had time to light it,
the girl was screaming.

"Here, you, bring a light, and be quick about it."

It was horrible to make myself a party to her machina-
tions by allowing the man to serve me, and I made what
haste I could to find a match for myself. But her orders
had already whipped the poor devil into activity, and he
shuffled up to the table with the necessary kindling
material. Our eyes crossed, and in his I read abysmal
shame mingled with pusillanimous bitterness. This look
touched a brotherly chord in me and made me vibrate
in sympathy with his humiliation. I said in German:

"Thank you, Sir; but you should not have both-
ered."

I offered him my hand. He hesitated for a moment,
then my fingers were squeezed between his bony fists.
Gratitude shone from his eyes during the second he
fixed me, but soon he lowered his puffy lids. Defiance
made me want to invite him to sit with us, and I had
probably made a gesture of invitation for, ere the words
dropped from my lips, the woman had said harshly:

"Back to your place, at once, and don't come bother-
ing round here again."

I was nauseated by her strident voice and her whole
demeanour. Why should I worry my head about this
repulsive harlot, this weak-minded wench, this sewer of
beer and cheap scent and tobacco-smoke? I longed for a
breath of fresh air. I pushed the money towards her,
stood up, and, when she tried to detain me with her
endearments, I moved resolutely towards the exit. I
could not participate in the humiliation of a fellow-
creature, and I made it clear to the girl that her charms
had no attractions for me. An angry flush spread over
her face and neck, fierce words trembled on her lips; but
she did not speak. She merely turned to the man and
looked at him so meaningly that with the utmost speed
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